in pi'<?i>ariug a borne, parlor, or public entertainment, it would be well to rigidly follow, in every particular, the iiiforuiiition hereiu given regarding costumes, make-up, and the form of procedure with rehearsals. If they are carried Dut to the letter there will be little difficulty, with the aid of material selected from the contents of this book, in presenting an tigreeabie evening of fun that will reflect credit upon those having the responsibility of the entertainment in their charge. It is my Ciirnest desire that this book may find its way into the hands of the legion of young men who seek sociability, and are anxious, so to speak, to "hold their own" at the many little receptions, clubs or socials they are nvited to attend. How often, on such occasions, does it occur that Charles Augustus is called upon to "speak his little piece," and obliged to excuse himself and acknowledge his inability to entertain, while the erstwhile rival for the affections of the lovely Miss Moneybags has but a moment before captured the gathering with a song or funny story, and the one dream of his young life is casting sheeps' eyes at the hero of the hour, v/hile, almost neglected, he seeks seclusion in a remote corner of the parlor, mentally considering himself a "lobster."
To "Charles Augustus," and sul^ering humanity in general, "The Minstrel Show" is most modestly inscribed. ED MARBLE.
HOW TO REHEARSE
It is necessary to impress upon those who are to "take part" the importance of punctuality. Nothing so disturbs a perfect rehearfial as tardiness.
It produces an uneasiness and impatience that sadly interferes with progress.
Select some member to act as stage-manager, with whom must rest all power h.ehind the curtain. It should be his duty to regulate the hours of rehearsals, to arrange for the proper "settings" (f the stage, to make up the order of the programme, to settle any little misunderstanding that may arise as he may best consider to the general interest of the performance, and M'h'nse "v.ill shordd be law" in every detail of matters considering the stage Take one hour e:^cii day or evening for the vocalists and balladists, who. with the musical conductor, should rehearse all solos and choruses in the order they are to be given, until sufiicient headway has boon uiade to call the orchestra into requisition, which siiould not l^e necessary until an evening or two before the date of the performance.
Allow an hour each evening for the overture and finale of first part, that the musical conductor n;ay instruct the singers in tiie choruses, and tlie comedians in their performance on the bones and tambonrines. I'^inishing, lastly, as with the balladists. with fidl ordscstra.
Then d'^vote tlie rest of the evening to tlie afterpiece and specialties, with an understanding that after the second rehearsal those taking part should be perfect in their lines.
After the rehearsal, it Is well to correct the faults Immediately, while they are fresh in the minds of the actors, which should be the final instructions, allowing the day of the performance for rest.
ARRANGEMENT OP PROGRAMME. There is no costume more becoming or fitting "for minstrelsy than the modern dress suit. Spectacular costumes were short-lived in the profession, and the expense attending them for amateur performances, together with their Inappropriateness, make them very undesirable for such occasions.
The quartette, or singers, should wear full evening dress suits, with white vests, black ties and standing collars, white gtoves, and boutonniere (white roses) and black dress wigs. . The comedians (end men) may change the personnel of their make-up by removing the buttons from their dress coats and replacing them with a large flat brass button, wearing the ordinary double-breasted, low cut white vests, with small brass button, black trousers, extravagant white ties, comic black wigs, large pointed collars, large boT\^tonuiore of sunflowers or chrysanthemums.
The musicians, full dress suits, white ties, black vests, black wigs and boutonniere of one color, distinct from others.
In the matter of making up the face, use only the best prepared burnt cork, which can be obtained from any dealer In theatrical face preparations.
Moisten the hands with water and take a small quantity of the cork, rubbing it In the palm of your hand until it becomes a thin paste, then apply to the skin: when it dries, brush the surface gently with some soft substance. In removing the cork, use only cold water, a large sponge, and a soap that giv«8 a generoug ?atber.
CONUNDRUMS FOR BONES.
Bones-What am de difiference between a cat and a legal locument?
Interlocutor-Well, sir, what is the difference between a cat iind a legal document V Bones-One has pauses at de end of its clauses, and de Oder has clawses at de end of its pawses. Now, ien, here's one.
Why am one ob de bottles in a cruet stand like a small colored boy?
Interlocutor-Why V Bones-Because it's a little bit of-a-nigger-little bit of vinegar.
See? Ya! Ya! Ya! Say, how much does a fool weigh?
Interlocutor-I don't know.
Bones-Why don't you get on de scales and find out?
Interlocutor-What do you mean, sir? Bones-Oh, nuffin'. Here's an easy one. Why is a piano like an-onion?
Interlocutor-Well, why? Bones-Because it's siuell odious (melodious). Once more.
See if you can answer this. Why is kissing a pretty girl like passing a counterfeit half-a-dollar?
Interlocutor-Now, what has kissing a pretty girl to do with passing a counterfeit fifty-cent piece?
Bones-Why, that's the time he wants a better half.
CONUNDRUMS FOR TAMBO.
Tambo-Mr. Jimpson, why is a sheet of writing-paper like a lazy dog?
Interlocutor-L don't know, sir! Why is a sheet of writing-paper like a lazy dog? rambo-Because it's a slope up.
Interlocutor-Come. Tambo, that is rather obtuse.
Tambo-No, it isn't. I'll show you. A sheet of writingpaper has an ink line plain, hasn't it.
Interlocutor-Yes. It has.
Tambo-Well, ain't an Incline plane a slope up? Don't you see? A slow pup is a lazy dog. There you are. I'v: got another for you. Why is Jewish bread like the Brooklyn Bridge?
Interlocutor-Why?
Tambo-Because it's made to pass over. Here's another.
What makes a watermelon so full of water?
Tambo-Because It's planted in the spring. I've got one more. Why do they call some kinds of diamonds paste?
Interlocutor-Why, pray?
Tambo-Because so many people get stuck on 'em. Here's another. Why is a pig looking out of a third-story window like the moon?
Interlocutor-Well, sir, why is a pig looking out a thirdstory window like the moon?
Tambo-Because he looks round.
Interlocutor-Wait a moment; I've got you. The moon doesn't always look round.
Tambo-Neither does the pig.
CAKES.
Interlocutor-What was the excitement on the corner today, when I saw you engrossed in animated conversation with some gentlemen?
Bones-Oh, a fellow got mad because I called him a cake.
Interlocutor-What reason did you have for calling him a rake?
Bones-No rea.son, only he is a cake. Everybody !s a cake of some kind.
Interlocutor-Well, what kind of cakes are we?
Bones-We are black cakes.
Interlocutor-What kind of a cake would you call a rich man? Bones-He's a pound cake.
Interlocutor-What kind of a cake Is a lawyer?
Bones-He's a sponge cake.
Interlocutor-What would you cal! an old man?
Bones-He's a frosty cake. Interlocutor-And a youag man? Bones-He's a spruce cake. Interlocutor-What would you call an old bachelor?
Bones-He's a stale cake.
Interlocutor-What would you call a young lady?
Bones-A sweet cake.
Interlocutor-And an old maid? Bones-She's a lemon cake, and mighty hard to squeeze.
Interlocutor-What is a farmer?
Bones-He's a hoe cake.
Interlocutor-A poor man? Bones-A short cake. Interlocutor-Well, what sort of a cake is your best girl? Bones-She's an angel cake?
Interlocutor-A countryman ?
Bones-He's a buckwheat cake.
Interlocutor-Now tell me what kind of a cake am 1?
Bones-You're not a cake (touching his forehead); you're a dough-nut.
CHICKENS.
Interlocutor-Bones, How are you on mathematics? When a comic singer sings a comic song He don't expect liis audience to sob.
But if they laugh a bit he considers it a hit, For he makes his bread and butter by the job. But the case is very different tonight- Comedian-I should say so. It's a little crowded. We've only got three bedrooms; but got 'em distributed around.
INSTRELS-GAL FOUR
Uncle Zeke and his boys sleep in the stall with the gray mare; Cousin Zeb hangs out in the chicken coop, and I have to turn in with the oxen; they kick a little, but I've got used to it, and don't mind it now. That is, I wouldn't if the off ox didn't snore so much. Oh, everything is arranged very nicely; we make it very pleasant for them alL
Interlocutor-I should say it must be.
Comedian-Yes, indeed; after dinner of an evening, we have a wagon, you know-a carryallwell, we hitch the goat up to it.
Interlocutor-The goat?
Comedian-Yes, sir; the goat. Oh, he's a great goat; and after he's hitched up, all the relations get in the wagon, and that goat takes them all over the town.
Interlocutor-What? All seventeen?
Comedian-Yes, sir. Interlocutor-He must be a very strong goat.
Comedian-Well, he was at first; but we've got used to him now, and we don't mind it.
Interlocutor-But, tell me, what appears to be the matter with you? You are not looking well this evening.
Comedian-Loss of rest, I guess.
Interlocutor-Oh, I see; your* sleeping quarters.
Comedian-No; I was out last night playing poker. Interlocutor-Did your wife know you was out. Comedian-Yes; but I didn't tell her how much.
Interlocutor-By-the-way, I want to ask you a question.
What makes your wife wear cotton gloves?
Comedian-Because she hasn't any kids.
TAMBO'S DREAM
Tambo-Say, Mr. Jimpson, do you ever dream?
Interlocutor-Why, of course; everybody dreams.
Tambo-I had a funny dream the other night; would yon like to hear it?
Interlocutor-Yes, I should, very much.
Tambo-All right; I'll tell it to you. I dreamed that one night while walking through the "Long Lane" I met the "Senator," who told me if I looked as far down as I could I would see "The Shadows of a Great City." I then called on "Jed Prouty," who was at Mrs. Partington's house in "Tuxedo" with "Little Lord Fauntleroy" on his knee, telling him a "Winter's Tale." "Mrs. Partington" was whipping "Peck's Bad Boy" for laughing at "McCarthy's Mishaps," and was really making "Much Ado About Nothing." The "Dear Irish Boy" had taken "The Merry Wives of Windsor" to the "County Pair," and while there they met the "Two Gentlemen of Verona," who had taken "Young Mrs. Winthrop" to the "Great Metropolis." The "Widow Bedotte" accidentally pushed "Hamlet" down stairs, and was made a "Prisoner for Life." She tried to find refuge in "Uncle Tom's Cabin" without success. Next I wont to the "Charity Ball" with "Elaine," but did not stay long because the "Wife" was very jealous. Then I went to visit "Aunt Jack" at the "Old Homestead." but was very much disappointed to hear she hati gone with "Captain Letterblair" to pay her respects to the "Grand Duchess." \ looked in the "City Directory" for "Adonis' " address in vain, so I called on "Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde," but found them out, .xud "The Sad Coquette" was weeping and wiping her eyes on the "Queen's Lace Handkerchief." There was an almost unbearable smell of "Natural Gas" about, and in my haste to get out of the house I knocked over "A Brass Monkey." "Hermlone," for whom the "Drnm Major** had a great "Fascination" I was so angry that I nearly became "Passiou's Slave," and had it not been for "My Partner" I should have gone "Money Mad." Just at this moment "The Tin Soldier" was having an argument with the "Ironmaster," when the "Burglar" asked them if he should decide which should be "Master and Man." They merely said, "As You Like It." I had to go to the "Corner Grocery" for "My Aunt Bridget," and fell over the "Stepping Stone." Just then I met "The Kentucky Colonel," and we went to "Muldoon's Picnic." I tried hard to stop "McKenna's Flirtations," but the "Spider and the Fly" ran down her back, and I had to stop. I found the "Crystal Slipper" which belonged to "Anfiope," and gave it to "Rip Van
Winkle," who wished me to go with him to a seance, because he wanted to converse with "McFadden's Spirits." I met the "Tourists in a Pullman Car," and would have had a delightful ride through the "Streets of New York," but that the "Woman Hater" had a quarrel with "My Brother's Sister.'"' But I had to put an end to it, and by the time t succeeded I was "A Legal Wreck." The "Idea" struck me to call on "That Girl From Mexico": so when I reached the "Family Circle" I found she had gone to "Shenandoah," "A Temperance Town." The thought of nothing to dr'lk awoke me, and I jumped out of bed to find it was only - Interlocutor-Yes, sir; I have traveled all over the world.
Have you ever been abroad?
Tambo-No broader than I am now.
Interlocutor-I'ou don't understand me. Have you ever traveled?
Tambo-Oh, yes. Where did you go on your trip?
Interlocutor-Well, you see, we took one of the French steamers.
Tambo-Didn't anybody see you?
Interlocutor-Of course they did, Tambo-It didn't belong to you-did it?
Interlocutor-Certainly not.
Tambo-Then, what right had you to take anything that didn't belong to you? Interlocutor-Don't you understand?
We sailed on ft French steamer in a body.
Tambo-Was you embalmed?
Interlocutor-Can't you comprehend?
We sailed on a steamer.
Tambo-You mean the steamer sailed. You didn't sail.
Interlocutor-W^ll, then, have it your own way. The steamer sailed, and we were on board Tambo-1 say baccarat, if you please.
Interlocutor-Well, what Is your authority?
Tambo-Some people call it baccaraw, And others baccarat. If you was going back to your mother-in-law, What would you back-her-at? Interlocutor-After Wales, where did we go? Tambo-I give it up.
Interlocutor-After Wales, we went to France, and then to Scotland. Have you ever been to Scotland? Tambo-No; but I've drunk hot Scotches.
Interlocutor-We visited Edinburgh, Glasgow
Tambo-I've seen the glass-go many a time.
Interlocutor-After Scotland, we went to Franco, and then to Germany.
MINSTRELS-GAL FIVT
Tamo-Oh, you went to Germany?
Interlocutor-Yes; then we went to France.
C (Tambo eyes him suspiciously.)
Interlocutor-And then to Russia-St. Petersburg, in the height of the season.
Stayed three days in dear old St.
Petersburg-and then we went to France.
Tambo-Yes.
Interlocutor-And then I5pain-to Madrid.
Tambo-I'^es.
Interlocutor-Then where *> Oh, yes* to France. Then wo took a jaunt to Italy-To Milan, Geneva. Ah. Italy! The music and soft summer skies! Did you ever see an Italian sunset?
Tambo-(Looks at him). Yes; you must have had a L>ice time.
Interlocutor-We did have a very nice time.
Tambo-There's one place, though, you missed.
Interlocutor-Did I? What was it? Tambo-France!
Interlocutor-There Is one place I missed. I had almost forgotten our trip to Ireland.
Tambo-Did you go through Ireland?
Interlocutor-Oh, yes.
Tambo-Say, Mr. Jimpson, can you tell mo who was the ,rreatest benefactor Ireland ever had?
Interlocutor-Well, I don't know. I suppose we mignt say St. Patrick. Tambo-No, sir. luterlociitor-Well, then, who was the greatest benefac- Oh, my boyhood's happy days, I remember well the jays Who used to sit around the house from night till morn;
They would talk of sheep and sows, and of old Squire Jenkins' cows.
And they spit tobacco juice down on the farm.
Chorus.
The author speaks of happy hours, running wild among the flowers;
Why, I never heard such cracks since I've been born.
Now, don't think that I'm a chump, but I'd rather do six months
Than spend a few short days down on the farm.
Down on the farm! that makes me sick. .Why, It's worse than laying brick. I used to grab a plow at early morn.
And at night take quinine pills, for to wrestle With the chills.
In my boyhood's happy days down on the farm
As you walk along the street, perhaps by chance you'll meet A great big Rube who says, "I'll be darn!** His clothes they smell like stalls, his face would glvo him his base on balls;
He's a moss-back just escaped from off the farm-Chorus.
On any evening after dark, just take a BtroU through any park, And meet a big jay with a fly girl on his arm. Don't think he's on the beg, for you can bet she^got hlfl leg;
And when she quits him-why. he'll \valk back to the farm! MUSIC AND POLITICS.
Bones (single)-
Fiance has the lily, England the rose, Everybody knows where the shamrock grows; Scotland has the thistle that grows upon the heath, But Amerca's emblem is the chestnut.
Interlocutor-Well, Bones, you are musically inclined this evening, I perceive.
Bones-Music! Ah, sir! music to me is as the soft murmuring of the brooklet, as it flows over the pebbly surface-entrancing-captivating the eye, the ear. The whole soul at once goes out into its dulcit rhythm, as you listen at the lattice window of your ladylove's boudoir to the heart-touchiug strains of her Aeolian harp, and on thine ear falls the silvery notes of her melodious voice, singing
Interlocutor-What ?
Bones-"Ta-rara boom-de-ay i Ta-rara boom-de-ay!" Well, Mr. Jimpson, there's nothing like it. I do love music! I love flowers
Interlocutor-How are you on politics?
Bones-Politics and love go hand in hand.
Interlocutor-How is that?
Bones-I'll show you. I was up to see my steady company night before last evening, and she said to me, We always had an opening, and our beer we never sliirked.
The saloons at last got to us, and quick gave us the chase;
A great big copper nailed \is, jiud in inil soon we were placed.
Comrades, comrades, even while doing time, Longing for one big glass of beer, or some one to pay our line;
Comrades when we wore in hard luck; comrades when we had a tide.
Even while learning to make shoes at Sing Sing my comrade was at my side. When we got out we quick enlisted in the Salvation Armv. oh! Since then we've had a soft snap, and to work we'll never go.
We wear good clothes, for we've struck luck-we eat three meals a day;
Our address is 16 East Street, it's there we're going to stay.
Chorus.
Comrades, comrades, they use us for a terrible example; They give us a couple of dollars each day, then for a saloon we do scramble. They lecture us in the evening-"Take warning!" they loiwily declare-We chuckle and snooze, for we're chuck full of booze, my comrade and 1, in our chairs.
DUCKS.
Interlocutor-Tambo, I saw Mr. Jasper this morning, ITe told me he was up to your house to dinner yesterday.
Tambo-Yes, we had quite a gathering. It was niv sister liucinda's birthday, and pa gave a dinner. We had *a great time, singing and dancing.
Interlocutor-What did they sing? (Interlocutor-"When the swallow homeward flies," Tambo-That was it. Oh, we sang, and sung, and suneed Then we played games till dinner was ready. r could liardly wait for dinner.
We had ducks, and all the time the restivities were going on I could smell those ducks a-cookmg Presently dinner was all cooked, and ma rang the towel-we haven't got a bell up at our house-and we nil jnarched m. and pa took the head of the table to dismember them ducks; and he asked Miss Lilly white what she would have, and she said she'd take a leg, and two or thi-ee others called for legs.
But, do you know, when the old man come to look those ducks over, thev only had one leg each; there wasn't enough to go arouiid. So ne called in our cook, and he says, "See here, 'Rastus! what's the matter with these hyar ducks? They only got one leg each." 'Rastus says, '"Deed I don't know! I got 'em nut de pond, and dat's all de leg dey has." 'Deed the oie man was warm, and after dinner he took all the company down to the pond, and made 'Rastus go, too. He just wanted to prove to him that ducks had two legs, and when he got down thereha! ha! ha! Interlocutor^Well, what did he see?
Tambo-There was every duck around that pond standn)g on one leg.
Then 'Rastus gave the ole man the laugb and the ole nian say nothing; and 'Rastus say, "What did I tell you?" Then the ole man say. "Shoo!" like that to the ducks; and down came the other leg, and they all run off on two legs. Then he turned to 'Rastus and said.
.Now what have you got to say for yourself?" and 'Rastus says, ! That's all right, boss, but you didn't say 'Shoo!' to them ducks on the THEY'RE AFTER ME.
To be a man soucrht after everywhere is rather sweet, And in this race for popularity I'm hard to beat; In fact, I'm a wonder-ev'ry one to get me tries; Just now a person's wanted who can tell some awful lies.
Chorus.
(Spoken) So-They're after me, they're after me, to capture me is every one's desire;
They're after me. I'm the individual they require. In Prance there's going to be another beauty show; this time To make Cape May more popular, they're going to to give away Another summer cottage, and the news reached me to-day.
They're after me, etc.
The census takers have been the rounds, as many people know, -And yet there' many, many who have never had a show;
The Mayor now declares that he has hit upon a plan, The census of the city is to be taken by one man-They're after me, etc.
They say that Coney Island grows smaller ev'ry year.
The waves will wash it all away, the hotel men all fear;
New Yorkers can't lose their Coney Island down the bay, They've asked Mayor Grant to find something to scare the waves away.
TAMBO'S FAMILY MATTERS AND DREAMS.
Interlocutor-How are all your family, Tambo?
Tambo-All well, thank you.
Interlocutor-How's your father?
Tambo-He's well, thank you.
Interlocutor-How is your mother-in-law?
Tambo-She's dead, thank you.
Interlocutor-Y^ou do not tell me! I had not heard of it.
What was the complaint? x Tambo-The same thing happened to my brother.
Interlocutor-Indeed
Tambo-Only he ran away with a pair of horses. He's been laid up ever since.
He'll be out next month.
Interlocutor-My brother is convalescing, but we have to watch him verj^closely. He is not able to get out of bed, and as he is a somnambulist, he is liable to get up, and it would. sot him back.
Tambo-Say, Mr. Jiuipson, what's a slarabulist?
Interlocutor-Not a slambullst. I said a somnambulistone who walks in his sleep.
Tambo-I must be a some-sambulist. then, I had a funny walk when I was dreaming last night.
Interlocutor-1 don't understand you. Explain yourself yourself more clearly.
Tambo-I had a funny dream. I dreamed I was walking along a very crooked rofui.
It was late at night, or very early in the morning, and I was trying to find the path to the Promised Land; but it was so crooked I couldn't make it out, nohow. I kept on walking and walking, till bye and bye I came across a big tree, with the branches bent every which way; and a voice came out of that tree and say, jus tlike this-"Oh!" Sound like spirits. Then I stepped and listen, and I say, "Who is you?" and the voice answered back, "I am de Tambo-Well, sir, that tree stood right up straight, and so did my hair, I tell you. But I wasn't quite satisfied yet, so I say, "I want one more proof. If you is de Lor', take all the crooked turns out of dis road, and make It a straight path to glory."
Interlocutor (very much Interested). Yea?
Tambo-Just as quick as I ax him that road all straighten out; there wasn't a kiuk in it, nowhere.
Then I began to believe it was sure enough de Lor'. So I say, "Dis is de last question 1 aui going to ax, and if he tell me right, I'll know it IS de Lor'." And I say, "Now tell me what is de true principles of de Democrat party?" and he couldn't an- Tambo-Out in the northwestern part of our country is where they understand It.
Take, for Instance, the loggers.
Interlocutor-The loggers?
Tambo-I don't mean the kind of lagers you are always after. I mean the woodsmen-where they work on rafts.
They have peculiar religious ideas out there.
Interlocutor-Have they? I never heard of it.
Tambo-Why, sir, they make all the women gather the logs and send them down the rivers.
Interlocutor-And w^hy, pray?
Tambo-Because they don't believe in a he-rafter. i^THE Interlocutor-1 es.
Bones-He kicked my mother-in-law right on the cheekbone (indicating the spot).
Interlocutor-Good gracious!-and your mother-in-law? The corn on my left toe is entirely eradicated, and 1 have not been paralyzed for twenty-four hours." That's pretty strong, isn't it?
Interlocutor-Yes, it is so.
Bones-Here's another (reads): "Dear Sir: I take great pleasure in saying"-see how nicely he starts in-"I take great pleasure in saying that of all the healthy, unmitigated frauds that ever-" Hold on; I've got the correspondence all mixed up.
That's a mistake. This is the one 1 was looking for ( man.
Intenocutor-I try to be courteous to every lady I meet, as far as that goes, but as to being a slave to the fair sex "
Tambo-Oh, I don't say you are a slave, but it is reported on very good authority that you can measure more tape to the yard than any man at a party; and they do so when It comes to "Button, button! Who's got the button?" Why, you press the button and do all the rest besides.
And when they play post-office-why, they tell me you are the whole department, and you don't give the assistant postmaster a show, except to look after the mails.
f Interlocutor-Some one has been maligning me to you, sir, Tambo-There ain't no lining at all about it; it's facts, cut out of whole cloth. But I never did care much about the girls; they are too fussy. Did you ever see a woman stop a street car? She'll stand on the corner talking to another woman and wave her parasol, like this (illustrating), and then say, "Good-bye, dear. Come over Tuesday, sure, now Cousin Will is going to be there." There's the car waiting all the time.
Then her friend says, "Well, maybe I will." "Oh, I shall be dreadfully put out if you don't," She means all the time she hopes she'll stay awaj'. Then she steps over to the car and says, "Conductor, does this car go to Fifty-ninth Street?" He says, "No," Then she says, "Oh, pshaw! I want a Fifty-ninth street car!" and as the conductor hasn't got time to go and get a Fifty-ninth street car for her, she permits him to ring his bell and go along.
Then, did you ever see two young girls go in a store to get a glass of soda water? There are the signs with the names of the flavors hanging all around the soda fountain.
You can hardly see the fountain for signs. And one of 'em says, "Say, what kind of flavors have you?"
The young man behind the counter in the dirty white apron and the wet hands, and a flower in his white jacket where the button is broken off, points to the list of syrups, "Oh, yes!" she says; "te-he-he!" just like that. "I didn't see it.
Well, let me see. What are you going to take, sis? I'm going to have vanilla,"
The young man with the greasy hair and the eyebrows for a mustache begins to draw the syrup, and she says, "uh, 
CROSS JOKE FOR BONES AND TAMBO.
Tambo-Mr. Jlmpson, can you tell when do we find the first deadhead?
Interlocutor-The first deadhead?
Tambo-That's what I said. Who was the first fellow that got into a theatre without paying?
Interlof'utor-Well. sir. who was the first party to get into a theatre without paying?
Tambo-Why, Joseph, when he waa let Into the pit by his brethren for nothing.
tJojaes-lAnd you had to go way into ancient historyi taf ind that! I've got one for you.
Try this
Tambo-Go on, Mr. Smarty.
Bones-"What is the difference between a mule and a lemon?
.^^,T ambo-(Stops a moment to think over it). I don t know.
Bones-You'd be a nice man to send for lemons! Tambo-Well, what is the difference between a mule and a lemon?
Bones-Golly! I don't know the answer.
Tambo-I'd like to send you for a mule! Bones-I wouldn't have far to go.
Tambo-Dx) you means to say I'm a mule? Bones-No, sir; I've got too much respect Tambo-Thank you.
Bones-For the mule!
Interlocutor-Gentlemen-gentlemen Bones and Tambo-Mind your business; this is our argument.
Interlocutor-Pardon me, but this lack of respect Bones-He stood out in front of a grocery over here, and saw a basket full of cocoanuts; and he turned around to me and said: "Look there! Did you ever in your life see potatoes with whiskers before?" Tambo-That ain't nothing. We was passing a plumber's shop, and he saw a sign, "Cast Iron Sinks," and he says to me, "As if any darn fooi didn't know that!" Bones-Oh, hear him! Let me tell you. We got into a street car-we wanted to catch the five o'clock boat and he looked up at the indicator what rings up the fares and shouts out:
"Gosh! it's ten minutes past six! We've missed that boat!" A PARODY ON -'THAT IS LOVE." I.
Love, sweet love, is the poet's theme-Love, sweet love is the poet's dream; But all of this of which they sing Is only a nightmare, a dreadful dream; 'Tis but a scheme that ends in a furnished flat-Furnished, alas! on the installment plan, at that. A squall comes up, upsets the boat on that watery spot.
Help him-help him, gracious Heaven above! See him in the water now take off his boat. Watch his wild endeavors now to save the boat;
But mother-in-law and wife he lets on th€ bottom float.
That is love-that is love.
II.
Boy says, "Pa, can I go see "The Clemenceau Case?' '* Papa says, "Don't dare, my boy, go near that place! Any one who does. I declare, is a disgrace!"
To the door he sends him with a shove. Boy sneaks out that very night to the theatre to go, Goes up to the gallery, and looking down below.
Sees lus dear, good papa in the parquet front row.
That Is love-that is love.
DOWN IN TENNESSEE.
Old Darkey Plantation Refrain.
Thar's a happy little home, Down in Southern Tennessee, Whar the ivy blossoms twine around the doot; And for ever fresh and green In my memory it will be, Though I know I'll never see it any more. But I never can forget the home I love so well.
And the many good old tunes that I have sung;
And the tears they fill my eyes every time I try to tell Of the times I used to have when I wa» young.
Now the tambo and the bones are forever laid away.
The fiddle and the banjo am unstrung;
But I often heave a sigh for the happy days gone by, And the times I used to have when I was young.
When the autumn days had come I would husk the yellow corn, In the field I was singing all the day;
And before they made me free I had never cause to mourn, And around the old place everything was gay. And many, many a time, when the work of day was o'&r, With my melody the old plantation rung; And my heart does often long for the happy days of yore, And the times I used to have when I was young. Now the tambo, etc.
WOMAN'S RIGHTS.
The comedian assuming this character to make himself up as an old woman, with spectacles, a dark dress to the ankles, a man's coat and vest and a high hat, and carries an umbrella.
Human Humbug:s and Male Monstrosities: I appear before you dis evening to disgust you on the subject of woman's rights and matrimony in general.
What is matrimony? Matrimony is de frying-pan, and woman is de fish dat is fried in de pan; man is de cook, and we dear, poor suckers what he dones brown to suit his own imbecilic appetite.
Oil, girls 1-oh, girlie, girlie, girlie! Don't be misled by dis monster in pantaloons dat would make a slave ob you. Assert yourself I Why shoiild man rule de destinies of our seiV 'Cause he has whiskers? No.
I've got a maiden aunt dat shaves three times a week, and you can bet no man is her boss. Is it. then, because he can go in a barroom and stand up de house for drinks?has it come to dat?-or, on the other hand, is it because, when he leaves dat bar-room and falls asleep on de steps of de neighboring drug store, wakes up and see do colored lights in de window, and thinks he's in a street car on his way home, and hollers to a passer-by to let him off at Twenty-sixth street, and takes him for a conductor? No-no. Is dat de reason-Should we stnnd humbly by and let him usurp all the prerogatives of his sex? Never, yon blossed little creatures, never! When he comes home and swears he hasn't been drnking. and says his tongue is so dry he would have to wet it with a sponge before he could lick a postage stamp, is you, poor lamb, gwine to believe him?
Not much.
Don't-oh, don't run after de man! If you wants a husband, let de man run after you. De trap never runs after CiQ mouse, but it gathers him in,^"ust the same.
Secondly, dar's de honeymoon, or, i« some cases, the vinegar moon, dat passes away like de contents of a clam cnowder pot atore a parcel of hungry niggers. Den-aha! -den, den you may wear your weddin' dress at de washtub an' your seventeen penny calico on Sundays, an' your lord an' master won't linow it. You may pick up your own pocket hankerfitch, an' rip your dress up de back stretchin' across de Reckamember dat dere's many a slip between de Battery and Fifty-ninth street, and whatever may be your lot in life, try to get a corner one, (A man comes on at back and hangs up a sign, a placard unseen by the speaker: "Wautei-A Female Tramp. Five Hundred Dollars' Reward for Her Capture.") She continues: Oh, my hearers! My heart is too full for utterance, when I think of the wrongs to which we poor, degraded sufferers from de torments of man is subjected to! And when I look back-oh, when I look back-(She looks around, sees sign, and picks up umbrella, sneaking off the stage.) STUMP SPEECH.
Fellow-Constituents and Brother Constituatorys: I have been invited to address dis meeting dis evening by the committee of ways and means, I arriA^ed in your beautiful city about ten minutes ago; I would hab been here sooner if I had got here before.
But de committee ob ways and means failed to send me my railroad ticket, and I was obliged to walk. De mean ways of de ways and means is too despicable to be criticised by me dis evening, and I should not be here if I had not come. Now, dat I am here, I will proceed to address you on my own responsibility, and treat de committee with silenent contemptuousness. But before proceeding, I desire dat he hall door shall be locked and a collection taken up to defray de expenses of de meeting. You all know, my hearers, dat we have just gone through an era of incongruous and imperceptible conglomeration of indefatigable nuiltifariousnesness, and are on de ebe of entering into a series of promulgation for de amelioration of historical infanticide dat will eventually terminate in de disfranchisement of periodical imbecility. Dere are so many things in de firmament to contemplate upon our own sagacity, I often get befo mv telescope at home and sit for hours burled In de beauties of Mars.
Mars Is de next star to pars. You will observe (points to map. which Is hanging up) de close promnnmlty between dese two meteors. All doos little Isrealttieia I made up my mind, though, dat I'd get dat umbrella back. So las' Sunday I went to meeting again; and when de congregation had all dissembled, I jis' came to de front and stood up by de pulpit, and I said: "Brotheren and Sisteren-Somebody on las' Sunday, in dis high edifice, stole my umbrella. Now, I ain't going to say who is de pur- But she don't make half as much fuss as a rooster. After she )ays an egg, she just sits dar and says, "Pluck, pluck, pluck!" two or three times; but de old rooster, he takes all de credit to his-self, and begins (imitates crowing), "Cock-a-doodle-dol" My Uncle Rufe had a hennery; but he had some funny ideas. He used to feed his chickens hot water to try to make them lay hard-boiled eggs. But chickens lias got so much good sense, lou take a woman, for instance, she goes to the market to buy her eggs. Now a chicken don't have to do that. Well, she buys a dozen eggs and takes them home and gives them to de cook; de cook goes out to see her feller, and comes to look for de eggs in de morning, and she has mislaid 'em. Dey are very nice to handle; much nicer to handle yourself oan to have any one else handle-at short range, }t you are de object in view, for which de aforesaid egg is ultimately to come in contact, particularly if de egg is premature, and age has crept over de spirit ob de egg ere it reaches its destination.
That is to say, when it has reached its majority, or, in other words, is old enough to vote. When it becomes a bald-headed egg and wears spectacles; then avoid the egg. Take my advice, and call a policeman. If I had my way, wlien an egg arrives at the Shears of discretion, I would establish a home for indigent eggs, where they migh* aot waste their sweetness on the desert air.
MONOLOGUE.
Talk about your mean men! I think there are more mean men over where I live tliau in all the rest of the country put together.
Why, there's one uiau so mean over at my boarding house-that is so stingy-he uses a wart on his neck for a collar button. Mean! Why, he's so mean he's afraid to go out on the street, except on rainy days; he's afraid if he goes out when the sun Is shining his shadow will ask him for something.
Well, it takes all kind of people to make a worldstingy people, generous people, absent-minded people.
When it comes to absent-minded people, my brother could give them all cards and spades. He was on a drunk once, and he went to the morgue and told the man he hadn't been home for five days, and was looking for hi. iself. I'll never forget the time he went to Chicago He wanted to be sure to make no blunder about a certain place he had *n go to there, so before he started be just telegrai)hed tw himself to meet him at this street; and wlien he got to Chicago he got the message, but he had failed to sign it, so he didn't pay any attention to it.
Bill was a funny fellow. I met him one tiny just after he had got a new job, and he had a big iron gate on hii back, tugging It along the street. I says to him, "Bill, what are you doing with that?" "Why." smvs he, "the I'd have to get a gait on me, and I've^ot i' " Bill gets quite sporty at times; he likes i piny policy and faro bank. There's a colored gentlen.en i-ame over on Thompson Street, and Bill goes over there to piay. They haven't got much of a stock, and they used lozenges for checks.
Bill was rather short the other night.^so he brought some lozenges with him as ringers; and 'he sat down and sneaked in a bet, and won. Then he put down another.
He got ahead o' the game about sixty cents, and went to rash in, when the dealer says: "Stop de game Look hyar! some nigger Is running in sassafras. Ha! ha! Sua! De regulation check is peppermint." Bill is quite a politician, too.
He took considerable interest In the campaign.
He attended a supper just after election, and Jerry Simpson, from Kansas, was there. There was a lady also present who had been speaking for the cause, and she said to Jerry, "Mr. Simpson, I don't don't believe this story about you." He said, "What is that, madam?" "Why, they call you the 'Sockless Statesman.' Now, I would like to have visible proof that It is a falsehood, so I may assure my friends of the fact." "Well," says Jerry, "what do you want me to do?" Then she says, "If yon will just lift you trousers the least little bit. I can have an ocular demonstration." "My dear madam." says Jerry, "I believe in rerlprocity." "In reciprocity?" she said.
"What do you mean?" Then Jerry said, "If you will just raise your dress the least little bit, I mil oblige you with the ocular demonstration desired." Better Than Gold.
In a Pullman palace smoker sat a number of bright men.
You could tell that they were drummers, nothing seemed to trouble them, When up spoke a handsome fellow, "Come, let's have a story boyt| Something that will help to pass the time away." "I will tell you how we'll manage," said a bright knight of the frip" Let us have three wishes, something good and true;
We will give friend Bob the first chance, he's the oldest gatkcrtd here" • •••• Then they listened to a wish that's always new:
CHORUS.
"Just to be a child again at mother's knee, iust to hear her sing the same old melody, ust to hear her speak in loving sympathy, ust to kiss her lips again.
Just to have her fondle me with tender care, Just to feel her dear, soft fingers through my hair.
There is no wish in this world that can compare, Just to be a child at mother's knee."
There they sat, those jolly drummers, not a sound that heard.
While their tears were slowly lalling, htere was no man spoke a For the memories of their childhood days had touched their deof kind hearts, 'When, as children, they had played at mother's knee.
Then at last the spelll was broken by another traveling man, "Your attention for a moment I do crave;
I will tell you of one precious thing, so dear to one and all' Tis a wish w^e long for to the very grave:
CHORUS. Just enough of gold to keep me all my days, Just enough witli which some starving soul to savc* Just enough I wish to help me on my way, Just nuough to happy be. Just enough to know I'll ne'er be poor ag:ain, Tust enough to drive away all sorrow's pam.
You may wish for many things, but all in vain Give to me what precious gold can buy."
The conductor, passing through the train, stopped in the smokiniĉ ar He had grown c;uite interested in the stories told so far "Please excuse my interruption, but I listened with deligkt To your wislies, both of them so good and true;
Yet there is a wish tliat's dearer, better far than gittering gold* Though a simple one perhaps you all will say, 'Tis a longing that is in my heart each moment of my life' Tis a gleam of sunshine strewn across my way:
iust to open wide my little cottage door, ust to see mv baby rolling on the floor, ust to feel tfiat I have something to adore, ust to be at home again, ust to hear a sweet voice calling papa dear, ust to know my darling wife is standing near; 'ou may have your gold your lonely heart to cbeer» But I'll take my baby, wife and home." 
